KIND    DETECTIVES

cold-blooded cruelty to the helpless. Also I remembered
some other policemen I had met that selfsame day. One,
in the morning, a large kind man, who had looked
compassionately at my ragged waterproof, passed the
time of day and asked me what I was. I pitched, in the
usual way, the usual yarn about being a "clurk" pro-
nounced to rhyme with the work of which I was in
search, and I had had to take his offered sixpence,
because it would have been beastly (and discouraging to
him) to admit that I was a hoax. And then, somewhere
on the Taunton-Langport road, just about noon, I had
been trudging along in such rain as I had never en-
countered before. Pillars and flung splashes of it came
down; my hat dripped, my hair was soaked, my eye-
brows poured water on to my spectacles, rain ran in
runnels down my neck, front and back, my chest was
wet, my mackintosh was heavy with flood, my boots were
full of water, and the road at which I patiently stared
was a muddy lake with clayey islands in it. I splashed
along, empty of all thought, when suddenly I heard
trotting behind me and a trap suddenly stopped at my
side. Two men in shiny waterproofs were in it, and the
driver offered me a lift which I jumped at. They then
resumed their conversation as though I (very down at
heels, be it remembered) did not exist, and very peculiar
and touching it was. For they were plain-clothes men in
pursuit of an absconding thief and they did not want to
catch him, because they knew him and were sorry for him.

He had been embezzling his employer's money, and
had just disappeared with a last lump of it. He was, I
learnt by overhearing from the back, a decent quiet
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